The Berkshire 'Beasts

I FOUND myself walking through a large park with
an old family friend, let us call her Miss Tweedletop,
a somewhat characterless, colourless lady whom I
had not even seen for years. Such persons have a
habit of popping up in dreams years after we have
apparently ceased to give them even a passing thought
They travel, by what devious ways we cannot imagine,
into our subconscious minds, look around them
bravely and then, shaking the mud off their shoes and
taking a deep breath, they somehow contrive to jump
up into our dreams. Miss Tweedletop and I, then,
were walking through this park, and I knew somehow
that we were really one unit of a fairly large party
of friends who had all come out for a day's pleasure
and sightseeing. How I knew this I do not know,
because the dream seemed to begin at the point when
we had either lagged behind or out-distanced the main
body, which I never saw at all. All my dreams appear
to be tiny instalments of an enormous feuilleton: I
never know the beginning or the end, although I am
one of the chief actors, and also, they tell me, the
dramatist, producer, and scene-shifter. But I always
know a little of what has gone before; I give myself,
as it were, a hint of the situation before I set myself
on the stage; and on this occasion I knew that we
were both members of a sightseeing party.
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